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Juvenal. Sat. 14. 
n=} CLOCKS C3) CHLEMS NOS mam 
Corrumpunt vitiorum exempla domeſtica, magnis 
Cum ſubeant animos autoribus. 
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. An? his blind zeal feels —_— proofs as faft, 
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The Religion of the Fypocritical Presbyterians. 


f 6 have been our Fafts, and long our Prayers ; 
i | To keep the Sabbath ſuch have been our cares, 
That Cifly. durſt not milk the gentle Mulls 
To the great damage of my Lord Mayors Fooles, 
Which made the greazie Catchpoles ſwear and curſe 
The Holy-day for want o'ch* ſecond courſe; 
And men have loſt their body's new adorning (ing. 
Becauſe their cloathes could not come home that morn- 
The fins of Parlament have long been bawl'd at, 
The vices of the City have been yawl'd at, 
Yet no amendment; Certainly, chought I, 
Thisssa Paradox beyond all cry. 
Why if you ask the f_ very proudly 
They anſwer ſtraight, That they are very godly. 
Nor could we lawfully ſuſpe& the Prieft, 
Alas, for he cry'd out, I bring you Chrit : 
And trul' he ſpoke with ſo much confidence, 
That at that time it ſeem'd a good pretence : 
Then where's the fault? thought I: Well, [ muſt know, 
So putting on clean cuffs, to Church I go. 

Now *$authe Bells to jangle in the Steeple, 
And ina row to Church went all the People. 


Furſt came poor Matrons ftuck with Lice like Cloyes, 


Devourly come to worſhip their white loaves; 
And may be ſmelt abovea German mile, 
Well, let them go to fume the Middle-lle. 


But here's the {ight that doth men good to ſee'r, 


Grave Burghers, with their Pofies, ſweet, ſweet, ſweet, 
With their fat Wives. Then comes old Robin too, 
Whio although write or read he neither do, 

Yet hath his Teftamnent chain'd co his waff, 


And 


wg 


(2) 
And makes as greafie Dogs-ears as the beſt. 
Anew-ſhay'd Cobler follows him, as it hapt, 
With his young Cake-bread in his cloak cloſe wrapt 3- 
Then panting comes his Wife from t'other end 
O'th* Town, to hear Our Father-and (eea friend; 
Then came the ſhops young fore-man, *cis preſum'd, 
With hair roſe-water'd, and. his gloves perfum'd, 
With his blew ſhoo-ſtrings too, and be{tdes that, 
A riband with a ſentence in his hat : 
The Virgins teo, the fair one, and the Gyphie, 
Spedatum veniunt, venient ſpeentur ut iþſe. 
And now the filk's Dames throng in, good ſtore, 
And cafting up their noſes, to th* pew dore 
They come, croud in, for though the pew be. full 
They muſt and will have room, I, that they wull z. 
Streight that ſhe ſits not uppermoſt diſtaſt 
One takes ; *Tis fine chat I muft be difplac'c 
By you, ſhe cries then, Good Miſtris Gill Flure ; 
Gill Flurt, enrag'd cries Cother, Why ye dirt- 
-ie piece of Impudence, yeil-bred Thief, 
I ſcorn your terms, good Miftris Thimble-mans wife, 
Marry come up, cries t'other, pray forbear, 
Surely your Husband's but a Scavenger, 
Cries t'other then, and what are you Ipray,? 
No Aldermans wife for all you are fo gay. 
Is it not you that to all Chriſtenings frish it ? 
And to ſave bread, moſt ſhamefully teal the bisker,, 
At which theother mad beyond all law, 
Unſheaths her talons, and prepares to claw. | 
And ſure ſome gorgets had been torn that day, -:;3 
But that the Readers voice did part the fray. $ 


Now what a wardrobe could I put to view, 
The hag, and the ſleek-ſtone ſhoe, 
The Gallimafry cloak that looks like nonſence, 
Now wide, now narrow, like his Maſter's conſcience -*# 
The grogram-gown of ſuch antiquity, f 
That Speed could neyer find its pedigree ; 
, Fri 
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Fit to be doted on by Antiquary's, 

Who hence may deſcant in their old Gloſlary's, 
What kinde of fardingale fair Helen wore, 

How wings in faſhion came, becauſe wings bore 
The Swan-transformed Ledato Foes lap, 

Our Matrons hoping thence the ſame good hap 3 
The pent-houſe bever, and calves-chaudron ruff, 
But of this frantick faſhion now enough, 

For now there ſhall no more of them be ſaid, 

Leſt this my ware-houſe ſpoil the French-men's trade, 

And now as ifI were that woollen-ſpinſter, 

That doth fo gravely ſhow you Sarum Minſter, 
Ile lead you round the Church from pew to pew, 
And ſhew you what doth moſt deſerve your view, 
There ſtood the Font, in times of Chriſtianity, 


But now *cis tak'n down, men call it Vanity ; Ingredients 
There the Church-Wardens fit, hard by the dore, that com- 
But know ye, why they fit among the Poor ? pound a Con- 
Becauſe they love um well for love &th* box, g egation, 


Their money buys good beef, good wine, good ſmocks. 
There fits the Clerk, and there the reverend Reader, 
And there's the Pulpit for the good flock-Feeder, 
Who in three lamentable dolefull dity's 

Unto their marriage-fees fing Nunc dimittis, 
Ticix fits a learned Juſtice, truly (0 

Some people ſay, and ſome again ſay no, 

And yet methinks in this he ſeemeth wile 

To take Stypoxe yeild him an exciſe, 

Am, tbough on Sundayes Ale-houſes muſt down, 
Yet wiſely all the week lets them alone, 

For well his Worſhip knows that Ale-houſe fins 
Maintain himſelf in gloves, his wife in pins, 
There fits the Mayor as fat as any Bacon 

With eating Cuſtard, Beef, and rumps of Capon; 
And there his corpulent Brethren fit by, 

With faces repreſenting gravity, - - 

Who having money, though they haveno wit, 
They wear gold-chains, and here in greet pews fit. 

| A3 There 
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There fit T:ue-blew the honeſt Pariſh-mafters; 
With Sactin Caps, and Ruffs, and Demi-cafters, 
And faith that's all ; for they have no rich fanfies, 
No Posts are, nor Authors of Romances. 
There fits a Lady fine, painted by Art, ." 
And there (its curious Miftris Fiddle-cum-fart : 
There fits a Chamber-maid upon a Haffock, 
Whom th* Chaplain oft inftru&s without his Caſſock : 
One more accuſtom'd unto Curtain-fins, 
Than co her chimble, or to handle pins. 
O what a gloſle her forehead ſmooth adorns ! 
Excelling Phebe with her filver horns; 
It cempts a man at firfi, yet ſtrange to utter, WW 
When one comes near, fogh gudds, it ftinks of butter. 
Another tripping comes to her Miftris's Pew, 
Where being arriv'd, ſhe tryes if ſhe can view 
Her young mans face, and ſtraight heaves up her coats, ' 
That her ({weet-heart may lee her true-loveknots, 
Buc having fate up late the nighe before 
Tolet the young man in at the back-dore, 
She feeleth drowzinefſe upon her creeping, 
Turns down one proof, and then ſhe falls a ſleeping. 
Then fell her head one way, her book another, 
And ſurely ſhe did dream by what we gather; 
Maids beware For long ſhe had not flept, whena rude flea 
of Jceping at [Ipon her groynſharply began to prey z 
Church, Scraighe ſhe (twixt ſleep and waking) in great ire, 
As if fad fitting been by th* Kitchan fire, 
Pulls up her coats with both hands, fmock and all, 
And with both hands to ſcratch and ſcrub doth fall. 
Truly the Prieſt, though ſome did, ſaw her not, 
For he was praying, and his eyes were ſhut, 
Alas hadkhe ſeen as muchas a by-ſtander, (der. 
Much morefrom's Textit would have made him wan- 


That's call'dthe Gallery, which (as you may ſee). 
» Was trimm'd and guilt inthe year Fifty three, © "© 
| Twwasa zealous work, & done bytwo Church-wardens, 


Who 
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Who for miſf-reckoning hope to have their pardons, ' 
There Wil writes ſhort-hand with a pen of brals, 

Oh how he's wonder'd at by many an afle 

That ſee him ſhake ſo faſt his warty hiſt, 

As ifhe'd write the Sermon *fore the Prieſt 

Has ſpoke it 3 Then, O thatIcould ( faies one ) 

Do but as this man does, I'de give a crown, 

Up goes another hand, up goe his eyes, 

And he, Gifts, Induſtry, and talents cries. 


Thus are they plac'd at length: a tedious work, 
And now a bellowing noiſe went round the Kirk, 
From the low Font, up to the Golden Creed. 
( O happy they who now no eares do need: ) 
While theſe cought up their morning flegm, and thoſe 
Do trumpet forth the ſnivel of their noſe ; 
| Straighe then the Clerk began with potſheard voice 
To grope a tune, finging with wofull noiſe, 
Like a crackt Sans-bel] jarring in the Sceeple, 
Tom Sternholds wretched Prick ſong to the people; 
Who ſoon as he hath plac'd the firlt line through, 
Lp ſteps Chuck-farthing then, and he reads coo :; 
This is the womans boy that fits i'ch" Porch 
Till th' Sexton comes, aud brings her ſtool to Church, 
Then out the people yaule an hundred parts, 
Some roar,ſome whine, ſome creak like wheels of Carts, 
Sach Notes that Gamut never yet did know, 
Nor numerous keys of Harplicalls in a row 
Their Heights and Depths could ever comprehend, 
Now below double Are ſome deſcend, 
*Bove Eta\quealing now tennotes ſome fliez 
Straighe then as if they knew they were to high, 
With head-long haſte down ſtaires again they tumble z 
Diſcords and Coucords O how thick they jumble! 
Like untam'd horſes tearing with their throats 
One wretched ſtave into an hundred notes, 


Some 
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Some lazie-throated ſellowes thus did baule 
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And ſome out-run the1 


Now what a whetſtone was it to devotion 
To ſeethe pace, the looks, and every motion 
O'ch Sunday Levite when up ſtairs he march't, 
And firſt Beheld his litt te band ſtiffftarche, 
Two caps he had, and turns up that within, 
You'd think he wore a black pot tipt with tin, 
His cuff; aſham'd peept only out at's wriſt, 
For they ſaw whicer gloves upon his fiſt, 

Oue comes his kerchief chen,which he unfolds 
As gravely as his Text, and faſthe holds 
In's.wrath-denouncing hand; then mark when he pray'd 
How he rear*d his reverend whites, and ſoftly ſaid 

A long moſt Murcifull, or O Al 
Then out he whines the reſt like a (ad ditey, 

In a moſt dolefull rec:tative ſtyle, 

His buttocks keeping Cretchet- time the while; 
And as he ſlubbers ore his tedious ſtory 

Makes it his chiefeſt aim his chiefeſt glocy, 

T' excell the City Dames in ſpeaking fine, 

O for the drippings of an old Sir loyn, 

Inſtead of Aroz's oyntment for his face, 

When he cries out for greace inſtead of grace; 
Up ftept another then, how ſowre his face is ! 
How grim he lookt, for he was one oth' Claſis, 
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And here he cries, Blood, blood, blood, deflroy, O Lord ? 
The Covenant-breakgr, with « two edg'd ſword. 

Now comes another, of another ſtrain, 

And he of Law and Bondage doth complain : 

Then ſhewing his broad teeth, and grinning wide, 
Aloud, Free grace, free grace, free grace, he cry'd. 

Lip went a Chaplain then, fixing his eye 

Devourly on his Patron's gallery, 

Who as duty binds him, cauſe he eats their pyes, 
God bleſſe my good Lord and my Lady, cryes, 

And's bepefull Iſle. Then with count”nance (ad, 

Up fteps a man ſtgrk revelation mad, 

And he, Cauſe ws thy Saints, for thy dear ſake, 

That we a buſtle in the world may make, 

Thy enemies new rage, and by and by 

He tears his throat for the fift Monarchy, 

Another mounts his chin, Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, 
Gaping to catch a blefling in his mouth, 

And (aying, Lord! we dare not ope our eyes 

Before thee, winks for fear of telling lies. 

Mean while the vulgar frie fit fin, admiring PraRice of 
Their pious ſentences, as all inſpiring Piety. 
At every period they ſigh and grone, 

Though he ſpeak ſomerimes ſenſe,and ſometimes none: 
Their zeal doth never let them mind that matter, 
It is enough to hear the Magpy chatter; 
Theycroud, they thruſt, arecrouded, and arethrufted, 
Their pews ſeem paſties, wherein they incruſted, 
Together bake and fry ; O patience great! 
Yet they endure, though almoſt drown'd in ſweat, 
Whoſe ſteaming vapours prove moſt finzular 
To ſtew hard dodrines in, and to prepare 
Them, leſtthey ſhould breed ſome ugly diſeaſe 
Being tak'a raw in queaſie conſciences. 
But further mark their great humility, 
Their tenderlove and mutual charity, 
The ſhort man's ſhoulder bore the tall man's elbow, 
Nor ke ſo much as call'd him Scuryy fellow, 

B Wrath 


Hey-day ! 


Fl ack-a-dendy, 
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Wrath was forgot, all anger was forborn, 
Although his neighbour trod upon his com 3 
And ina word, all men were meek and humble, 
Nor dar'd the Sexton, though unfeed, to grumble z 
He honeſt mian went wich his neck askew, 
Gingling his bunch of keys from pew to pew 3 
Good man to's Market-day he boreno ſpleen, 
But wiſh'd the ſeven dayes had Sabbaths been 3 
How he worſbips ſattin, with what a Goſpel-fear 
He admires themanthat doth a bever wear, _ 
Room, room, bear leave, he cries, then not unwillin! 
With a Pater nofter face receives the ſhilling- 

But what was more religious then to ſee 
The women in their ſtrains of piety, 
Who like the'Seraphins in various hews 
Adorn'd the-Chancell and the higheſt pews, 
Butnow good middle-Ile-folks all give room, 
See wherethe Mothers and the Daughters come ! 
Behind the Servants looking all like Martyrs, 
With Bibles in pluſhjerkins and blew garters, 
The filver inkhornand the writing book, 
In which I wiſhno friend of mineto look, 


Now muſt we not forget the Children too, 


Who wich their fore-tcops gay ſtand up ith pew; 
Alas-a-day | for there is great contention, 
Totie this lock who hath the beſt invention. 
Well, be good children, for the time ſhall come, 
When on the Pulpie-ſtairs ye ſhall have room, 
Thereto be asked many a Queſtion deep, 

By th* Parſon, with his dinner, half a ſleep: 

But now aloft the preacher *gan to thunder, 
When the poor women they fit trembling under, 
And if he name Gebenne or the Dragon, 

Their faith, alas | waslitelethento brag on 3 
Or if he did relate, how liccle wit 

The fooliſh Virgins had, then do they fit 
Weeping with watry-eyes, and making vows 
Que to have Preachers alwaics in her houſe, 


To 
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ſo dine them well, and breakfaſt um wich gelly's 
ind caudles hot to warm their wambling belly's, 
ind ifthe caſh where ſhe could not unlock 1c 
Vere cloſe ſecur'd, to pick her Husbands pocket : 
\nother ſomethinga more thrifty finner 
"Oo invite the Parſon twice a week to dinner 
"he other vowes a purple Pulpic-cloth 
Vith an embroyder'd Cuſhion, being loth 
Vhen the fierce Prieſt his Do&rine bard unbuckles, 
"hat in the paſſion he ſhould hurt his knuckles : 
Nay, in the Church-yard too was no (mall throng, 
nd on the window-barres in (warms they hung: 
Wl could fee that many Short-hand wrote, 
'here liftning well, kcould not hear a jote ; 
iend, this is ſtrange, quoth I, but he reply'd, 
las ! your ears are yet unſaniify'd. 
Bur Sermon's done, and evening now approaches, 
he people walk, for none dare go iti coaches z 
ind as they go, God, Grace, and Ordinanees, To be heard 
; all their chat, ſeem in heav'nly trances of men, 
"hus they trim up their ſouls with holy words, 
5having off fin as men ſhave off their beards, 
0 grow the faſter; ſins, they cry, are fancies, 
The Godly live aboveall Ordinances. 
Now they're at home, and have their ſuppers eat, 
When Theme, cries the Maſter, come repeat z 
And if the windows gaze upon the ftreet, 
Fo ſing a Pſalm they hold it very meer, 
But would you know what a prepoſterous zeal 
They ſing their Hymnes withall? then liften well, 
The flo begins Hum,hum,hum,hum,hum,hum,hum, To the Tune 


fHumzhum,hum,bum, Thomas hum,hum, (hum, 9fs- Margerers 


Did you enter down the ten yards of water'd-tabby to <imes- 
che Lady in Covent-garden? (bum, 

Hum, hum, Yes Sir, hum, ham, hum, hum, hum,hum, 
bum, hum. —— 

Pray remember to receive the hundred ponnd in Gre- 
c10w-ftreet to morrow. Lge? 


B 2 Hum, 


Bchold the 
zeal of the 
people, 
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Hum hum hum. | PLL | 

Hum hum hum hum Mary, hum hum hum hum, 

Anon forſocth. TORY FOOTE. 

Pray remember to riſe betimes te6 aorrow morning, 
you know you have a great many cloathes co ſope, 
hum, hum hum, hum, &c. 

But Sunday now good night,and now good morrow, 
To thee oh Covenant Wedneſday full of ſorrow, 

Alas }my Lady Anne wont now. be merry, 

She's up betimes and gone to Alderman-tury,, 

Truly *twas a {ad day, for every inner 

Did feaſt a ſupper then, and not a dinner 3 

Nor men nor women waſhtheir face to day, ' 

Pur on their cloathes, and pifle, and ſo away 3 

They throng to Church juſtas they (ell their ware, 

In greafie hats, and 014 gowns worn thread bare, 

Where, though th* whole body ſuffered tedious pain, 

No member yet had more caule to eomplain 

Than the poor noſe, when lictle to its eale, 

A Chandlers cloak perfum'd with candle-greaſe, 

Commixing ſents with a Sope-boylers breeches, 

Did raiſe a ſtink beyond the skill of Witches. 

Now fteams of Garlick through the noſtrils paſſage 

Made thorough-fairs, hell take their bold embaſlage, 

With theſe mundungus and a breath that ſmells 

Like ftandiog-pools in ſubterraneal cells, 

Compos'd Pomanders to out-ſtink the Devil, 

Yet ſtrange to tel}, they ſufferd all this evil, 

Nor to make water all the-while would riſe, \_ 

The women ſure had ſpunges "twixt their thighs : 

To ftir at this goed time they thought was fin, 

So ſtrialy their devotion kept themin. 

Now the Prie{t's elbows do the cuſhion knead, 
While to the people he his Texc doth read, 
Beloved, [ ſhall here crave leave to ſpeak 
A word, hecries and winks, unto the weak, 
The-words are theſe, Make bafte and do nt tarry, 
Bit unto Babylon thy dinner carry. 

There 
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There doth young Daniel want in the Def, ? 
Thrown among Lyons by hard-harted mgn. \ 

Here my Beloved, and then he reaches down 

His hand, as if he'd catch the Clerk by th* crown. 
Not to explain this pretious Text amiſs, 

| Daniel's the ſubjet?, Hunger th” objedt 1s, | 

Which proves that Daniel was ſubje& co hunger, 


[7 But that }mayn'c detain you any longer, 

! My Brethren all prickup your ears, and put on 

| Your ſenſes all while I the words unburton. 

| Make haſte, I ſay, make haſte and donot tarry, | The Expifie 


Why 2 my Beloved, theſe words great force do carry. ;;,, 
Au! *tis a waundrous emphatical [peech, 
Some men Beloved, as if th* had lead I their breech, 
Do walk, and ſome (as ſnails) do creep as faſt : 
Truly, my Brethren, theſe men do not make haſte. 

But be ye quick, dear Siſters, be ye quick, 1 Uſe, 
And leſt ye fl, take hope, hope's like a ftick. Not like an 


anchor. 
To Babylon } Ah Babylon ! that word's a weighty one, 
Truly *ewas a great City, and a mighty one, 
Which as the learned Rider well records, 
Semiramis did build with brick and bords, 
Wicked Semiramis, Oh how I ftretch ! 
My (ſpirit is mightily provok'd againſt that wretch, 
Luſtfull Sexviramis, for will I wiſt 
Thou wert the mother of proud Antichriſt. <Q 
Nay, like to Levi and Simeon from antiquity, 
The Pope and thee were Sifters in iniquity. - 
Strumpet Semiramis, like her was non, 
For ſhe built Babylen, Ah! fhe buile Babylon, 


"Ba pr es 


Babel battered, 


But, Brethren, be ye good as ſhe was evil, 2 Uſe, 
- Muſt ye needs go becaule ſhe's gone to the Devil? 
7 by dinner carry.” Here may we look u pon 
A childe of God in great afflition: 
Why what does heaile ? Alas! he wanteth meat, 
Now whit (Beloyed) was ſent him for to eat ? 
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Truly a ſmall matter. one a diſh of pottage, . ; 
But pray what pottage ? Such as a ſmall cottage 
Afﬀorded only to the Country ſ#ains, 
From whence, though not a man the place explains, 
'Tis guefG'd that neither Chriſtmas pottage 'twas, 
Nor white-broth,nor capon-broth, good for fick maws, 


Nor milk-porrage,or thick peaſe-porrage either, 


Nor was it mutton-broth, nor veal-broth neither, 


But ſure ſomehomely ſtuff crum'd with brown-bread, 


And thus was Daniel, good Daniel fed. 
Truly, this was but homely fare you'll ſay, 
Yet Daniel, good Daniel was content that day ; (per, 
And thongh there could be thought on nothing chea» 
Yetfed as well on't as he had beena reaper. 

Better eat any thing than not at all, 
Faſting, Beloved, why ? 'tis prejudiciall 
Tothe weak Saints, Beloved 'tis a fin, 
And thus to prove the fame I will begin : 
Hunger, Beloved, why? this hunger mauls, 
Au ! 'tis a great mauler, it breaks ſtone-walls, 
Now. my Beloved, to break flone-walls you know, 
Why 'cis flat felony, and there's great woe 
Follows that fin, belides 'tis a great ſchiſm, 
"Tis ceremonious, *cis Pagan Judiſm, 
Judiſm ? why Beloved, have you ere been 
Where the black Dog of Newgate you have ſeen ? 
Hair'd like a Turk, with eyes like Antichriſt, 
He doth and hath ye Brethren long entic't. 
Claws like a Star-chamber Biſhop, black as hell, 
And doubtlefſe he was one of thoſe that fell. 
Judiſm I fay is uglier than this dog : 
Truly & ceterz's not fo foul a hog. 
Thrown amfug Lyons by bard-barted men, } - 
Here Daniel is the Church, the World's the Den. 
By _ are meant Monarchs, Kings of Nations, 
Thoſe worſe than heatheniſh abominations : 
Truly dear friends, theſe Kings and Governours, 
Theſe Biſhops too, nay all ſuperiour powers, 


Why 
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Why they are Lyons, Locuſts, Whales,1 Whales, beloved, 
Off goes our ears if once their wrath be moved; 

But woe unto you Kings ! woeto you Princes ! 

"Tis fifty and four, now Antichriſt, fo faies 

My book, muſt reign three daies, and three halfdaies, 
Why that is three years and a half beloved. 

Or elſe as many precious men have proved 

One thouſand two hundred and chreeſcore daies, 

Why now the time's almoſt expir'd, time ftaies 


'For no man; friends then Antichriſt ſhall fall, 


Then down with Rowe, with Babel, doivn with all, 
Down with the Devil, the Pope, the Emperour, | 
With Cardinals, and the King of Spain's great power 3 And hey thes + 
They'l mufter up, but 1 can cell you where, UP $0.we, 
At Armageddon, there, Beloved, there, 

Fall on, fall on, kill, kill, alow, alow, 

Kill Amaleck, and Turk, kill Gog and Mazgog too. 

But who dear friends fed D anie/ thus forſak'n, 


Truly ( but there's one fleeps, a would do well to a- DE 
As *tis in th' Engliſh bis name ends in Ock, wak'n.). f 
And fo his name is called Habecuck, 

But in th? original it ends in Ock The Dodtine 
For that dear fiſters calls him have-a-Cock., of Generation, 
And crulyI ſuppoſe 1 need not fear 
Buc that there are many have-a-Cocks here : 

The Laud increaſe the number of have-a-Cocks, 

Truly falſe Prophets will ariſe in flocks ; 

But as a farding candle ſhut up quite 

In a dark Lanthorn never giveth ligke ; 

Even ſuch are they. Ay but my brethren dear For Miniſters 
Yam no ſuch Lanthorn, for my horns are clear. may be Cuck- 
But I ſhall now conclude this glorious truth holds, 
With an exhortation to old men and youth; _ 

Be ſure to feed young Daxiel, that's to (ay, Uſe of Exe . 
Feed all your Miniſters that preach and pray. bortation. 
Firſt, of all cauſe 'tis good, I ſpeak that know (o, Motives 1, 


Fourthly, cauſe *cis no evil for to do ſo, 4+ 
Thirdly, 


Zo 
12, 


Thirdly, becauſe *cis very good, and twelfthly, 
Cauſe there's nought betcer, unlefſe I my (el 1ye, 


= 


(4) 


But now he ſmells the pyes begin to reak, 


Hungera great His teeth water, and he canno longer ſpeak? 
enemy to Goſ- Ang now it will not be amiffe to tell ye 


pel duty- 


A Cropeſick 


ſiſter, 


A very great 
Creature- 
comfort. 


A great cry, 
and a lirtle, 


wooll, 


How he was troubled with a woman's belly 3 
For ſhe was full of caudle and devotion, 

Which in her ftomachiraiſed a commotion, 
For the hot vapours much did damnifie, 

The woman went to walk tm Finsbury. 

So though a whileſhe wasſuſtain'd with ginger, 
Yet at the length a cruel pain did twinge her 3 
And like as marble ſweats before a ſhower, 

So did ſhe ſweat, and ſweating forth did pour 
Her mornings draught of Sugar ſops and Saffron, 
Into her ſighing neighbours cambrick apron. 
At which a Lard ſhe cry*d full ſad to fee 

The foul miſhap, yet (uffer'd patiently : 

How do you then ſhecry'd? I'me glad *tis up : 
Ah ſick, lick, fickz cryes one, ohfor a cup 
Of my mint water that's at home. 

As patt as might be, then the Parſon cry*d, 
"Tis good; 6ne holds her head, let'c come let'c come, 
Still crying juft eh” nick, the Prieſtreply'd, 
Yea like a ſtceam yeought to let it flow, 

And then ſhe reach'd, and once more let it go. 
Streight an ojd woman with a brace of chins, 

A bunch of keys, and cuſhion for her pins, 
Seeing in earneſt the good woman lack it, 
Draws a ſtrong-water bottle from her placket z 
Well heated with her fleſh, ſhe takes a ſup, 
Then gives the fack, and bids her drinkit ap. 
But all in vain, her eyes beginto roul, 

She fighs, and all cry out, alas poor foul! 

One then doth pinch her cheek, one pulls her noſe, 
Some bleſt che opportunity that were her foes, 
And they reveng'd themſelves upon her face, 
S. Durfians Devil was ne're1n ſuch a caſe. 


Now 


>: _ Fg 

Now Prieft fay what thon wilt, for here” a chat ©} 
Begun of this great Empyrick,and that 

Renowned DoQ@or, what cures they have done: 

I like not Mayern, he ſpeaks French (ayes one, 

Oh fayes another, though the man be big, 

For my part, | know noue like Dr, Trig. 

Nay, hold you there {ayes t'other, on my life - 

There's none like Chamberlain the man midwife, 

Then in a heap, their own receipts they muſter 

To make this gelly, how to make that plaſter, 

Which when ſhe heares, but chat now fainting lay, 

Up Rarteth ſhe, and talkes as faſt as they. 

But they that did not mind this dolefull paſſion 4 

Followed their bufinefſe on another faſhion, 

For a}| did write, the Eſder and the Novice, 

Me thought the Church look't like the fix Clerks office. 

But Sermon's done, and all the folks as faſt 

As they can trudge, to Supper now make haſte : (him, 

Dewn comes the Prieſt, when a grave Brother meets 

And putting off hisnarrow-brim'd hat,thus greetshim: 

Deare Sir, my Wifeand[ do you invite 
O'ch' Creature with us to partake this night; A great ſign 
Andfnow ſuppoſe what I prepare totell ye, of grace. 
The City-dame, whole faith is in the belly 
Of her cramm”? Prieſt, had all her cates in crder, 
That Graciows-freet, or Cheap-fide can afford her. 

Lo firſta Pudding ! cruly *t had more Reaſons 

Than forty Sermons ſhew at forty ſeaſons, 

Then a Sur-loyne came in, as hot as fire, 

Yet not-ſo hot as was the Prieſts deſire. 

Next came a ſhoulder of Mutton rofted raw, 
To be as utterly aboliſhe as the Law. 

The next in order was a Capon plump, 

With an Lie of Conſolation in his rump. 
Then came a Turky cold, which in itslife 

Had a fine tail, JR like the Citizens wife. 

Buc now by'r leave and worſhip too, for hark ye, 
Here comes the Ven(on put in _ by Starky : 


Bill of fare; 


Which 


. <(n6J 
Which once ſet down, there at thelitgle hole 
Immediately in whips the Parſons ſoul.. ; 
He ſaw his Stomacks anchor, and believ'd 
That now his belly ſhould not be deceiv'd. 
How heleans ore the cheer coward his farſt mover !. | 


While his hot zeal doth make his mouth run over. 
This Paſtie had Brethren tao, like to the Mayors, 
Three Chriſtmas, or Minc'd pies, all very fair, 
Methought they had this Motto, Though tbey flirt w, TY 
And preach w down, Sub poxdere creſcit virtw. 

a Apple-tarts, Fools, and m—_ cheeſe to keep down. 
Tie teaming vapours from the Parſons crown. 
Canary too, and Claret cke alfo, 
Which made thetips of their ears and noſes glow. 

Up now they rile, and walk to their ſeveral chairs;. 
When lo, the Prieſt uncovers both his ears. 


Orzeebefore Moſt gracious Shepherd of the Brethren all, 
mear, Thou ſaidft that we ſhould eat, before the Fall; 
Then was the world but fimple, for they knew 
Not either how to bake, or how to brew. 
But happily we fel], and then the Vine 
Did Noab plant, and all che Pciefts drank wine 
Truly we cannot but rejoyce to (ee 
Thy gifts diſpenc'd with ſuch equality. 
To us th'aft given wide throats, and teeth to eat ; 
To the women, knowledge how to drefſe our meat; 
Make us devoutly conſtant in thy cup, | 
And grant us ſtrength when we ſhall ceaſe to ſup, 
To bear away thy creatures on our feet, 
And not be (een totumble inthe ſtreet. 
We are thy ſheep, Olet us feed, feed on, 
Till we become as fat as any Brawn, 
Then let's fall to, and eatup all the cheer, 
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Straight $9 be zt he cryes, and calls for beer, _ 
h good 
_ Hr Now then, like Scaxderheg be falls to work, 
Sir, And hews the Pudding as he bew'd the Turk, . 


How 


C17) 
How he plough'd up the Beeflike Forreſt-land, 
And fum'd becauſe the bones his wrath wichſtand, 
Upon the Mutton he fell not like'a Lamb, 
But rather like a Wolf he tore the ſame, 
At firſt a Siſter helpt him, but chis Elfe fir, 
Wearying her out, ſhe cryes, Pray help your ſelf ſir, 
Lpon the Paſtie though he fell anon, 
7 |r As if 't had been the walls of Babylon. k 
Like a Cathedral down he throwes that ſtuff, 
Why, Siſters, ſaith he, 1 am pepper-provf. 
Then down he powres the Claret, and down again, 
And would the Frenth King were a Puritan, 
He cryes: fwills up. the Sack, and Ile be (worn 
Quoth he, Spain's King is not the Popes tenth horn. Chrigian fors 
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p By this his tearing hunger doth abate, giveneſs, 
| And onthe ſecond courſe they 'gan co prate. NoG 

Then quoth Priſcils, Oh my Brother dear : —_—_ = af- 
| Truly y'are welcome to this homely chear, ; 


| ; # And therefore eat, good brother, eat your fill, 
Alas for Daniel, my heart aketh ſtill. 
Then quoth the Prieſt, Siſter be of good heart ; 
But ſhe reply'd good Brother eat ſome Tart, 
| Rebeccathen a member of the 'le&ion : 
| Began to talk of Brotherly affe&ion ; - 
For this, ſaid ſbe, asI have heard the wiſe 
Diſcourle, conkiſteth much in exerciſe ; 
Yet I was fooliſh, and would oft refif}, 
But you had more grace, Brother, then to defiſt, 
Screight he reply'd, there is a time for all things, 
There is a time for great things and for ſmall things: - 
There's a time to eat, and driak,and reformation, 
: A time to empty, and for procreation 
"Therefore dear Siſter let us take onr time, 
| There's reaſon for't, 1never car'd for Rhyme: 
_ Then truly aaſwer'd {he,'"tis x good motion, 


Afid 1 embrace ig with a warm devotion: '* Nothine he. 
Why you know-Brother you.did never prove ©, youd grad 
Thatl yas ere —_— for your love 3 * "rude, 
741008 ; G2 Bat 


A man may 
Jove his br0- 
wher, 


C1T) 
But ſometimes Angels did attend your Purſe, 
At other times you know Idid you nurſe, 
With many a ſecret diſh of luſty-meat,] 

And preſently we went and did the fear, 

Truly quoth Dorcas then, | ſaw a Viſion, 

That we ſhould have our foes in great derifion, 
Quoth Martha ſtraight, (and then ſhe ſhook the crums 
From off her — white, and pickt her gums ) 

So 1 do hope, for ſo our Brother faid ; 

O what a heavenly piece of work he made ! 

Buclam ign'rant, and my memory fhort, 

1 ſhall forget, were co be hang'd for's. 

Then quoth the Prieſt, The cheer that here we ſee, 

Is but an Emblem of 'Mortality. 


MW 
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TheOxe is ſtrong, and glories in his ſtrength, 4 


Yet him the Butcher knocks down, and at length. 
We eate him up. A Turkie's very gay, 

Like wordly people clad in fine array 

Yet on the Spit it looks moſt piteous, 

And we devouae it, as the wormes cate 1s. 

Then full of ſawce and zeale up eps Elnathan 
[This was his name now, once he had another, 
Untill the Ducking-pond madehim a Brother } 

A Deacon and a Buffeter of: Sathan. 
Truly, quoth he, I know a Brother dear, 


| Wouldgladly pick the bones of what's left here. 


Nay he would gladly pick your pockets too 

Of aſmall cwo pence, ors groat, or (o, 

The ſorry remnants of a broken ſhilling ; 
Therefore | pray you friends be not unwilling. 
But as for me, *tis more than doneed, 

To be charitable both in word and- deed 3 

For as to us, the holy Scriprures ſay, 

The Deacons mult receive, the Lay-men pay. * 
Why Heathen folks that doin Taverns fray; 
Will never let their friends the recknjng pay. 
And therefore pour your charity into-thie baſon; 
Brethren and Sifters eke, your coats liave lace on, 
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Why Brethren in the Lord, what need you care” 

For fix pence? we'll one hour enhance our ware. 

Your fix pence comes again, nay there comes more 3 

Thus Charity's th* eacreaſer of your ſtore. 

Truly welt ſpoke, then cry'd the Maſter-feaſter, 

Since you ſay ſo, here, you ſhall have my teſter : 

But for the women, they gave more liberally, 

For they were ſure to whom they gave, and why : 

Then did Elnathan blink, for he knew well Not better 
What he mighe give, and what he might conceal. than himſelf. 
But now the Parſon could no longer ſtay, 

*Tis time to kiſſe, he cryes, and fo away. 
At which the ſiſters, once th* alarum tak'n, 
Made ſuch a din as would have ſerv'd to wak'a 
A ſnoring brother, when he fleeps at Church 
Witch bagg and baggage then they gan co march z 
And ticled with the thoughts of their delight ,. 
One hiſter to the other bids Good night, 
Good nighe quoth Dorcas to Priſcilla, ſhe, 
Good night dear ſiſter Dorcas unto thee, 
In theſe goodly good nights much time was ſpent, 
And was it not a holy complement ? 
At length in Reps the Parſon, on. his breaſt Chriſtian Li- 
Laying his hand, A happy night of reſt berty. 
Reward thy labours fiſter : yet ere we part, 
Feel in my lips the paſſionof my heart, 
To another ſtraight he turn'd his face, and kiſt her, 
And then hecryes, All peace be with thee Siſter. 
To another in a godly tune he whines, 
Dear Siſter from thy lip Ile take my tines. Nere a pro= 
With that he kift, and whiſpers in her eare, face kiſs a» 
Thetime when it ſhould be, and the place where, wr all 
Thus they all part, the Parſonfollowes cloſe, MY 
For well the Parſon knoweth where he goes. 

This ſeem'd a golden time, the fall of fin, 
You'd think the thouſand years did now begin, 
When Satan chain'd below ſhould ceaſe to roar, 
Nor durfi the wicked as they wont before 
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'Cometo the Church for paſtime, nor durſt langh 

To hear the non-pluft Do&or faigne a cough, 

' The Devil himſelf, alas / now durſt not ſtand.  - 

Within the ſwitching of the Sextons wand, * 

For fo awhilethe Prieſts did him purſue, 

That he was fain to keep the Sabboth £Qo, 

Leſt being taken in the Elders lure, : 

He ſhould have paid his crown tinco the poor 5 -- y #-Y 

An4 left he ſhould likea deceiver-come | 

*Twixt the two Sundays inter Ritium, | 

They ſtufe up Lefturers with texts and ſtraws 

On working-dayes to keep the-Devil in awe. 

But ſtrange co think, for all this ſolemn meeknefle, 

At length the Devil appeared in his likeneſle, 

While thele deceits did but ſupply the wants 

Of broken unthrifts, and of thread-bare Saints. _ 
Oh what will men not dare, if thus they dare 

Beimpudent to Heaven, and play with Prayer ! 

Play with that fear, with that religious awe 

Which keeps men free, and yet is mans great law : 

What can they but the worſt of Atheiſts be, 

Who while they word it *gainſt impiety, 

Afﬀront the throne of God with their falſe deeds, 

Alas, this wonderinthe Atheift breeds, 

Are theſe the men that would the Age reforme, | 

That Down with Superſtition cry, and ſwarme | 


This painted Glaſſe, that Sculpture to deface, | 
But worſhip pride, and avarice in their place. 

Religion they bawle out ;z yet know not what 

Religion is, unlefle it be to prate. 

Meeknefle they preach , but ſtudy toeontroule 


Money they'd have, when they cry out the ſoul. 
Andangry, will not have OvrFather ſaid, 
"Cauſeit prayes not enough for daily bread. p—__ 
They meet in private, anad'cry Perſecution, 
When FaGtion is their end, and State-confufion; 
Theſe arethe men that plague and over-run © 
Like Goths and Yandalls all Religion; F 
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Every 


Every Mechgnick either 


Or wit to 


Lock up theli 
Had that ſame 


h 


(21) 


wanting ſiock 
his trade muſt hgve a flock : 

The Spirit,cryes he, moveth me unto it, 

And what the Spirit bids, muſt 1 not do it ? 

But having proficed more than his flock by teaching, 
And ſtept into authority by preaching 

For a lay Office, leaves the Spirits motion _ 

And ſtreight retreateth from his farſt devotion. 

But this he does in want, give him preierment, 
Offgoes his gown, Gods call is no determent. 

Vain fooliſh people, how are ye deceiv'd ? 

How many ſeveral forts have ye receiv'd 

Of things calld truths, upon your backs lay'd on 
Like ſaddles for themſelves to ride upon ? 

They rid amain, and hell and Satan drove, 

While every Prieſt for his own profit ſtrove. 

Can they the age thus torture with their lyes, 
Low'd bellowingto the world Impieties, 

Black as their coats, and ſuch a filent fear 

s of men,and charm the ear ? 

oly Iſraclite been dumb, 

That fatall day of old had never come 

To Bzals Tribe, and thrice unhappy age 

While zeal and piety like mask'd in rage 

And vulgar ignorance. How we do wonder 

Once hearing, that the heavens were f1i*d to thunder 
Againſt aſſailing Gyants, furely men, 

Men thought could not preſume ſuch yiolence then: 
But *cwas no Fable, or if thenit were, 

Behold a fort of bolder mortals here, 

- Thoſe undermining ſhifts of knaviſh folly, 

Uling alike to God and men moſt holy ; 

Infidels who now ſeera to have found out 

A ſuctler way to bring their ends about 

Againſtthe Deity then op'nly to fight 

By ſmooth infinuation and by {light : 

. They cloſe with God, ſeem to obey his Lawes, 

They cry alowd for him and for his cauſe, 
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Kne. while they do their rift injanRtiooph 


Deny in a&ions what their words do tea. 

Þ what willmen not dare if thus they dares 

B: impudent with Heaven, and play with Prayer / 
Yer if chey canno better teach than thus, 
Would they would onely teach themſelves, not us: 
So while they ſtill on empty out<{ides dwelt, 
They may perhaps be coake with husk and ſhell ; 
While thoſe, who can their follies well: efure, 


By a true knowledge do obrain the fruit. 


